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Aug. 18, 2019 
Tonight was interesting. 

A human got into the dumpster, sat down in the corner, and just started crying. I've seen humans 
look in this dumpster before, but they were looking for things to take, not actually climb in, and sit 
down. 

The human didn't see me at first, and I didn't want to scare them, so I just stayed over here by my 
typewriter, really quiet. When they were crying, they kept saying, "why, I don't understand it" and 
"I'm sorry" and "what can I do". I don't get the meaning of this sort of human speech, but it made 
me feel sad. 

I decided to go over to the person, and cheer it. At first they were surprised to see me, so I hopped 
around a little and did some of my best chirps, thinking maybe it would help in some way. It did! 
The human laughed a bit, and wiped it's tears. 

The person looked at me, and said, "hey there little bird, I know you can't understand me but...I 
don't have anyone else to talk to and I know you won't tell anybody..I'm so done with 
everything...it's too hard, I'm tired...l keep messing up, I fail at everything, keep hurting people..." I 
gave them my best, most compassionate chirp, and hopped onto their knee. They pet my head 
and called me a "good bird". I don't know about that, but I really liked spending time with that 
human. 

They left the dumpster a little while ago, and walked away into the night. I sat up on the ledge, 
watching them until I couldn't see them anymore. 



I hope they come back. I don't have much here, nothing, actually, just a typewriter, but if I manage 
to get anything else I'll have it ready to share. It would be nice to have a dumpster roommate. 


bye for now, 
Bird 



